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BARDOMACHIA: 


OR, THE 
BATTLE OF THE BARDS. 


Cranslated from the original Latin. 


How mungrel Pzrs1vs paid Rueitivs off 

Surnam'd the Kixe, that baniſh'd railing huff, 

And gave him guid for quo, I think, is known 

To all the blind, and barbers' ſhops in town, 
Cazecn. Hon. 
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TO THE READER. 


FLavixe, very recently, met with a Macaronico-Latin 
Poem, called BARDboMAcHA, I was so much amused with its hu- 
mour, that, through the medium of his bookseller, I obtained the 
Author's permission to give it an English dress, for the sale of those 
who may not understand the original. I have taken the common li- 

berly of translators; not to render word for word, but sentence for 
sentence. T have subjoined no notes, because I deem them unneces- 
sary appendages : and have ever considered it as a pitiful device, to 
make à couple of lines in verse a peg on which to hang a score of 
lines in prose. A Poem, that needs such comments, resembles a poor 
cripple, who cannot walk without crutches. Adieu. 
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BATTLE OF THE BARDS. 


FROM London to Landſend, who has not heard 
Of a rare battle between BaxD and BAR, 

Which, late, was fought in Piccadilly ſtreet ;- 
Where bards, and beaux, and bragadocios meet ; 
With all the idle quidnuncs of the day ; 

To kill old time, or chace old care away ? 

So fierce a combat, between man and man, 
Was never fought, ſince fighting firſt began! 

Say, pow'r of rime, was it or ſpleen or ſpite, 
That made thoſe followers of Apollo fight ? | 
Say, firſt, who was th' aggreſſor, in a ſtrife | 
Which might have reft two rival Bards of life ; | 4 
And, but for Phœbus' providential care, 

Driven all the weeping Muſes to deſpair ? 

"Twas PETER PinDAR, of facetious fame; 

Who makes of Kincs and Queens his common game; 
And thinks no more of baſting royal brawn, 

Than he would think of cracking a poor prawn ! 

Peers, princes, potentates— the ſaint and finner— 

He baſtinades alike—to gain a dinner ! ; 
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No pow'r on earth eſcapes his lawleſs rod; 
Nor pow'r in heav'n — from angel up to God! 
So much this Theban loves laſcivious fun: 
You'd ſwear he were old Momus! eldeſt ſon. 
What loads of dirt, from year to year he throws 
At our Academiſts, the world well knows. 
Scarce Opie ſafe, he ſpatters all the reſt ; 
Nor ſpares the great imperial painter WzsT! 
But, chief, his brother-bards he loves to bite : 
To maul a ſcribbler is his dear delight! | 
Whether in pompous rime, or puny proſe 
Scribblers will ſcribble, he will them expoſe. 
This, naturally, begets the: deteſtation 
Of the whole irritable ſcribbling nation: 
Who, though they loudly laugh at other folk, 
Cannot endure the rude retorted joke. + 
Miz viIApxs, — than whom it would be hard 
To find on earth a more abuſive bard— 
Mzxviades had often felt the ſmart - | 
Of Peter Pindar's light but pointed dart. 
Peter had often ridiculed his verſe, | 
Always tentigenous, though ſometimes terſe! 
Peter his form had liken'd to an izzard! 
All this ſtuck deep and rankled in his gizzard. 
Rage in his brow, and rancour in his breaſt, 
He to the Fleet- ſtreet Nymphs this pray'r addreſt: 


« If 


THE BATTLE OF TE BARDS. 


<« Tf ever it my conſtant care have been 

« Your jakes to empty, and your jars to clean, 

4 Hear now mine oriſon! ſweet Muſes, hear! 

« Grant me the face of Pindar to beſmear: 

4 And on his wrinkled front ſtamp ſuch diſgrace, 

« As time, eternal time, ſhall ne'er efface. 

A precious gift I'll offer at your ſhrine: 

6 Six volumes of our AnTiJacoping! 

. As many BRITISH CaiTics, in a ſtring, 

«© Wet from the preſs, my pious hands ſhall bring! 

& An hundred folios of our Sun ſhall raiſe 

«© The gelid heap into a hery blaze 

Its ſmoky column ſhall nice odours bear | 

To your chaſte noſtrils, through the liquid air!” 
No more he faid-—The easy Nymphs, content 

With his oblation, ſmile, and nod aſſent... 

Straight, he prepares his grey-gooſe quill to an ; 

And, brandiſh'd, dips it i in his gall-ink a 

When lo! a Libel, in a LeTTzr's ſhape 

(Which not even Billingſgate itſelf could ape, 

And which, if he were yet alive, would rob 

Of all his patience: the all- patient Job) 

Appears in print; and, like a common ditt, 

Is hawk'd through all the town, and all the 3 | 
Soon as the ſheets, replete with rimes obſcene 

And ms phate) were by Pindar ſeen, bh u wage 
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He inly griev'd— His Corniſh heart grew OY 
Like a huge mole-hill, or a judge's wig! 
Reſentment fans his half-extingunh'd fire; 
And all his boſom glows with vengeful ire! 
He burns to fight but not, as ——— | 


A pen or pencil in his hand he bore: eee e 


Although theſe arms, neꝰ er wielded Foe In vein 
Had many a battle won and warrior flan; 


And many a battle yet may Win, again. ad dect ob. 


A fitter weapon, as he took'd. _ mor 1% 
He in a corner of his chamber found. 55 | 

It was a cudgel of the hardeft oak, - | (5 
Knotful, and apt to deal a; deadly. firoke, . 


If well apphed - This with his better hand: + 1 


He graſps, and ſtately Ralks along the ſtrand. 
Not long his march —on vengeance wings elate, 


He ſoon arriv'd/at WRrIGaT's wide-open gate. 


This Wright is a maſt loyal worthy wight, 
Ever prepar'd for Cnunch and KiNe to fight, 
*Gainſt croaking Democrates, who dun the nation 
With woeful cries of rueful RerormatTION: 
And curſe the war; though war alone can fave. 

Our King and Conſtitution from the grave. | 
Hence, to Hts ſhop, ſo ſpacious a—— fair, 
The Loyal and the Orthodox repair: : 
Repair in crowds, and rack their Doric wit 
To found the praiſes of celeſtial PirT: 


And ſing the mighty deeds he has atchiey'd— 

Stupendous deeds—that ſcarce can be believ'd! 
. | *Mong thoſe Mæviades, the chief of all, 

Sits like a Prebendary' in his ſtall; 0 
Preſſes, not fills, the arm'd Dictator's chair, 

And deals his dictates with a maſter's air: 
Diſpenſes Oracles deep. deep, though dark; 

And deems his ſelf a ſecond Ariſtarch. 
Him Peter ſpying; quickly to him ran, 

And thus addreſt the ziz-zag Gentleman: 

« Thou art, if from thy mien 1 rightly gueſs, 

„The raſcal, whom they call Mzviades!”* 

«© Mzviades I am,” the hard en 1 

« But not a raſcal br B ν,jÜueid 
| : 1 eyor Not a raſcal?”-cries 
Th' indignant Pindar :! never was a 8 
« Thou baſe, calumnious; everlaſting prater! 
_ © But why in idle words conſume pur time? 

«© Take this reward of thine audacious crime!“ 

He ſaid—and on the trembling varlet's head 

Twice his ſtout ſtick with all his force he laid. 

Not great Alcides his repemted/thwack | 

Laid harder on the horrid Hydra's back! 

And, ſure, another ſtroke; ſo fierce and fell, 

Would have diſpatch'd the Pbet's ſoul to hell. - 

Or heavn - The red blood down his temples fan! 
_ His cheeks, ſo rubicund before, grew wag! i 
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And Death, untimely Death, with ſeythe elate, eee 5 


Was ready to decide his inſtant fate: 

When Pheebus, loth to ſee a poet die, 

In bloom of youth, reſolves to quit the ſky, 

And fave a PARENT, for his PROGENY r: 

I mean the product of his fertile brains 

His lawful offspring his satyric rain. 
Quick through the miſty air Apollo oY 8 

And in gigantic PELTTIER's form ae | 9200 mik 

Caſtor and Pollux wait on his command, bo evds B= 

And, in the ſhape of ſhop-men, by him oe 

Thus three immortals (fate extremely ee 3:8 1 

Attack, at once, a ſingle mortal bard! pol gia d/ bb 
And, firſt, Dan Phoebus, with a Side uke, jon 3H © 

Daſh'd from his uprais'd arm the murd'rous oak: 

Then Læda's brothers, with reſiſtleſs pow'r, 

Tie both his hands; and puſh him to the doo. 

And, now, Mæviades, grown bold, aroſe 55 


In haſteful fury, to return his bloss. 

The hoſtile cudgel, reeking yet with gorree 
So lately ſhed, he ſnatches from the form-. 
And bravely threatens, in his wrath ſo greultt. 
To crack aſunder Peter Pindar's pate! tk i 7 
But, like the heroes, whom old Homer ſang; n „91 

He firſt premiſed this eloquent harangue: endl | 
«© Thou brute! thou beaſt! thou ſot ] thou e e 
That ſpitſt and ſpueſt thy venom all abroad 11 
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% On all that genius, all that worth holds dear, 
„ Unfullied rank, and piety ſincere! | 
„Thou worſe than reptile, worſe than deadly ſnake, 
„That bites the traveller, lurking in the brake! 
Thou bloated maſs, thou groſs unkneaded clod! 
« Thou foe to man, and renegade from God! 
« Sacred to infamy, through every ſtage, 
From noxious childhood, to pernicious age! 
„Thy little tongue in blaſphemies was loos'd! 
« Thy little hands in deeds of horror us'd ! H * 
« A monſter, matchleſs ſince the world began; | ' 
«© A cacodzmon in the form of man! | | 
© Think'ſt thou, I fear thee; nerveleſs dotard ? No, D 4 | 
J fear thee not Fear Peter Pindar?—Oh! | . 
«© Th' unworthy thought! The fole ſuſpicion wrings - | | 
« My very heart; and frets its ſtarkeſt ſtrings? ' - »- / 
% Fear thee? thou poltroon Here I fix my ſtand.. 
« And dare the utmoſt of thy tongue and hand. f 
« Touch thou me not, or to thy peril know, 928 y : 
I give no eaſy conqueſt to the foe: 11K, 
„ Prepar'd each threat to baffle or to ſpurn, ES 
Each blow with tenfold vigor to return? ä 
He ſaid— then rais'd the tick; and laid 8 hard 
On the bald hind-head of the routed bard. © 
Ignoble deed Who wounds a'vanquiſh'd foe? 
Cowards alone ſuch wanton valour ſnow. N 
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Vet Peter, though thus worſted in the fray, + : 


Went not entirely unreveng'd awayßxr- 


But, turning round his head with great bein, 
He loos'd his tongue in this retortive ſtrain: 

« Wert thou a Max, and not a Monkey vile, 
% J would have met thee in another ſtile : ys 
But ſince thou wear'ſt an Oran-outang's face, 
« To treat thee like a man would be diſgrace. 


„ You've 'ſcap'd, at preſent, with an half-paid debt: Kr 


« But the remainder, pimp! awaits thee yet: 
« Where'er I find thee, day or night, prepare 


The well-earn'd vengeance of my atm to bows: „ 
This having, in a tone emphatic, ſaid, ; 


He ſtole away, to ſeek the ſurgeon's ald. 


Rach ant, ae beweile ie me a 


Such was th' event of this eventful war. 

I've told the tale, as well as I was able 

Now pleaſe to hear the MoRAL of the Fable. 
Whoe'er ws be, that have the ſeribbling Kck 

(So apt our ſober ſenſes to bewitch): - 


Let vs, my bretheren, ever have before on | 


The ſound advice of our great maſter Horace. 


All ye who write (ſays he) be sure to chuse 


A subject fitted to your proper Muse. CE 
Whate'er your genius, learning, lalents, wir: 
Consider well what loads your shoulders fit ; 


* 


1 


What 


THE'/BATTIE OP THE nas. 15 


————— ((v11̃ĩ—B—“T——— 


What ye can benr, or what ma male you fall. 
Not ev'ry fort of writing ſuits us all. 
But, chief, in ſatyr if we will engage. J 
To paint the faults and fullies of the age; | 
Be free from rancuur every honeſt page. *. 3 
Sin let us laſh—but let us he content 1d %% 
To ſpare the ſinner - he may yet repent: n 
And while, without the breach of any rule, 
We laugh at folly — pity we the fool. 

From perſonal abuſe what evils riſe, 
This pat example ſets before our eyes. 
Had Pindar and Mæviades been men: 
Who never brandiſh'd a malignant pen — 
Who never ſtain'd the candour of their paper 
With the black ſnuffings of a ſmoking taper; 
And given a conſequential air of ſtate 
To all the low-born brats of Billingſgate: 
Their, no mean, talents might have been employ'd 
In writing rimes, that we could have enjoy'd: 
And they, themſelves, be, at this very hour, 
Softly repoſing in the Muſes' bow'r: 
Whereas, through mutual envy, mutual rage, 
See them in baſe and bloody war engage; 
Rake ev'ry dung-hill, loads of filth to throw. 
At one another —each-a deſp'rate-foe !. 
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What is the conſequence? Both, 
Become the ſcorn and laughter of the place; 


The mocking- ſtock of even — 01 
Who, for their ſake; a tear of pity ſheds? ? 
Or ſpreads a plaiſter for their batter d heads? 
Even broth-bards regardleſs; paſs along . 
And in loud laughter join the vulgar throng. 
ae of) <0 eee 
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